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glow all so spiritual that it commanded silent
obeisance.
As the younger Swami asked me, " Where is your
country ? " I replied with tears in my eyes in soft,
loving accent, " The world is my country/'
And the elder Swami looked up into my eyes and
said, " To do good is my religion/'
Thus we met each other in two sentences.
I had to go to lecture to a large audience in the
Buddhist University that day, and I invited the
Swami to go and speak to the people that very day
of his arrival. He agreed. We all got into the
Tram car. And I threw my head back against the
shut glass window and recited, forgetting where I
was, the sweet syllable OM, in a sing-song music of
my heart. I had made no other preparations for my
lecture. I went and rose and spoke and thrilled the
audience. I introduced Swami Rama who spoke
shedding, as it were, sparks of fire. There were
Buddhists and Theosophists come from Australia,
and they all listened to him and with him on the
same platform spoke Mr. Kanzo Uchimura, the
Carlyle of Japan.
It was late in the evening when we came back
and he said, " I want a person of your type, who
prepared his splendid speech in absolute rest of Ms
mind while whirling through the Tokyo street, in
the noisiest Ganza street of Tokyo. Yes. This rest
is the secret of life. This is concentration of nri&d,
this is lyrical silence, from where all great ideas
come, all dreams that have led humanity onward in